day the car returned in the early afternoon with Made-
moiselle Aelis, commissioned to fetch her.  There was also
another most interesting letter, more valuable gifts for
hoth of us and a series of photographs of the poet himself
from early adolescence until the present day.  It was then
that the kindly Aelis suggested that as the Comandante had
told her that he might agree to seeing me later, after his
tete-a-tete with his fellow-author, I had better accompany
them as far as Gardone and wait in the hotel in case I should
be summoned.   She explained that he had little sense of
expediency and was quite capable at any time during the
afternoon or evening of suddenly making up his mind that
he wished to see me and expecting my immediate presence
as though by magic.  So the three of us got into the Alfa
Romeo and off we went at terrific speed, driven by an
ex-ace of the Comandante's squadron. The road was kept
clear all the way for the car, the note of its horn being
familiar to the local people. I was deposited at the Grand
Hotel in Gardone and at four o'clock in the afternoon John
was driven up to the Vittoriale.  I shall not easily forget
that afternoon and evening. I sat in the torried heat of that
hotel for nearly eight hours, literally eaten alive by mos-
quitoes and possessing my disappointed soul in such patience
as I could muster, reading the inscribed copy of the Fiore
delle Laudi which the Comandante had sent me, presumably
to keep me quiet!   At about half past eight the faithful
Aelis telephoned: John and the Comandante had gone in
to a tete-a-t8te dinner, he had spurned a timid suggestion
that I might be sent for and I had better get something to
eat where I was.
It was nearly midnight when the car appeared, containing
John knee-deep in more gifts, a John who was grinning
with sheer delight because she was the bearer of an invita-
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